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A Story by Poe, Done Word for Word Into

L

’ T
of no pressing Importance, . In
short, I can very wall wait until you
bave finiahed your expoesition,
BON-BON—My exposition! There
nowl How do yos know? How came
you to understend that 1 was writing
an exposition? Good God!
HIS MAJESTY (in sArill tomes)—
Hushl!

(Rizes quickly from Bed emd makes
wingle atep toward Bon-Bon, whils éron
lamp swings convulsively back from Ails
approach,)

BON-BON (oconaiderably emborraseed)
—Why, eir . . . why, sz . . to
speak sincerely, I believe you ave , . .
upon my word . the d—ndest . . .
that {8 to say, I think . . . I can fmag-
ifne . . . I have some faint . ., . some
{very faint idea . . . of the remarkable
| honor—

HIS MAJESTY—Say no more , . « I
sea how it is . . .

BON-BON (interrupting His Majeety)
—~0Oh, sh, yes . . . very wesll

(His Mayesty takes off ks green

Bon-Bon, host of the Cafe de Bon-Bon

in its dramatio form. The spoken

otnes Poe stories are

even well develoy

The short gtories of Edgar Allan Poe have been, with only elight
changes, adapted to play form, and soon will be presented from
the stage of the Privccss Theater by Mr. William Barstow., Ths
firat offering i to ba “Bon-Bon,”

exact convérsalion vmitten by the author in short story form. Tha
description of the characters and setting are as Poe pictured them.
While the exnct date has not been set, there will be parformances
Sunday evening and matinces Tuesday, Thursday and Friday, These
to be presented later in dramatio form:
“Lenore,” “The Tuil Tale Heart,” “The Gold Bug" and “Lionizing.”
One thing that these plays are said particularly to bring out is
the fact that Edgar Allan Poe was possessed of a very distinct and
ed sense of humeor,

which s herewith reproduced
lines are, without exception, the

TIME—ONE MIDNIGHT IN
Cefé in Cul-de-5
SEVERE

A long, low-pilched room of

In lhei
stands 1
mataphysician. An |
In tha |

Anpears tn |

1810 ]

t¢ Febvre

vk winter glorm without.

congtruction.

of

antigue

eorner
the bed of the
array of curtoins o la Gregue,

the room

cornar, diagonally opposita,
direct family com
of the kitchen and bilili
lamp suspendod
chaina swWinge convuls

properiics |

thegus, A'larga

from rf‘f.’ruy on iron

oly. Largas vol-

umes, with pranounced German bindinge,

self, e drows close to Aimself o small
table covered with books and papers, and
doon becomes absorbed in the task of
ratouching a voluminous manusoript ir-
tanded for publication on the morrow.
He i3 cceupied for soms momsnts, when
4 whining voice {8 heard in the cpart-
mant,

BON-BON—Ount of the housal Curse
you all!

(Locks the door, ond, walldng to the
fireplace, wits (n leather-bottomed chair
bafors

tha blazing fagota. Tt enows

You shall not talk ebout my |
: propensity,

| 2peotacles, wipes the glasses carefully
| on sleeve of Ms coot and deposita them
iin his packet. Pisrre Bon-Bon perceives
[ plainly that His Majesty has wo eyes.)
BON-BON—Ah, hum . . , I paresive
| that your Majesty’s eyes are neither
:hlank, as I anticlpated . . DOT ETaY,
| a8 might have been imagined . . . nor
'hazel, mor blue, nor indesd yellow . .
!red, nor purple . ., . mor whits . ., .
!nor green, nor any other color in the
{beavens shove, nor the earth beneath,
{nor in the watars under the earth!
, HIS MAJESTY—Egyes! My desr Bon-
| Bon eyed, did you say?l .
| ont Ah, T perceive!
| very well in thair proper place . . . that
lwu would say Is {n the head . . . right
. the head of & worm. 1 will con-
.‘"I’“e you that my viglon fa more pene-
| trating than your cwnm . . . There is &
icat, a8 you see, {n the corner . ., ., &
pretty eat . . ., look at her . , . ob-
serve her well. Now, Bon-Bon, do yon
behold the thoughts , . . ths reflac-
tions which are being engendered in her
perfcraniumi? There {t s now .. ., you
do mot! She lg thinking we admirs the
length of her tail and the profundity
of her mind, She has just concluded
that I am ths most diztingulehed of
eccleainatics snd that youn are the most
superficial of metaphysicians]l Thus
| ¥ou mey sea I am not sliogether blind.
| Endeavor, Bon-Bon, to uss them wall
| My wision is the soul
| (Hiz Majesty helps Mmsell to wins

Eyes are

at that time, Monsiear Bon-Bon . . .
at that time only 1 was In Home, snd
I have no earthly acqualntance, conse-
quently, with any of its philosophy.

BON-BON—What do you think of . ..
(hiceup) . . . Epleurun?

HIS MAJESTY (in catonishment)—
What do I think of whom? You surely
cannot find any fault with Epicurusl!
What do I think of Eplecurus? Do you
mean me, alr, I am Epjcurus? 1 am the
sama philosophar who wrote each of
the three hundred treatises commemo-
rated by Diogenes Lacrtes!

BON-BON (ezclaiming ezcitedly, for
the wins hos pone to his head)—Thut's
e llel

HIS MAJESTY (with an air of bsing
very nueh flattered |—Very well, very
| well, air . . . very well, indeed, sirl |
BON-BON—That’s a Ho . .. that's a

( Meoup) . . . n lel
HIS MAJESTY—Well, well, heva it |
iyour own way. (Opsna another botila ofl

a8 T
| was observing a little while ago, thers |

| Chambertin.) As I was saying . .

| are some very outre notions in that book |

"ot yours, Monsicur Bon-Bon. What, for |
|inswnca. do you mean about all this

| humbug about the menl?

| BON-BON—Ths . (Rieeup) . . .
isoul iz undoubtedly . . . 5

HIS MAJESTY—No, =il , . .
BON-BON—Indubitably! ., . .

HIS MAJESTY—No, airl
BON-BON—Fvidently! . , .

HIS MAJESTY—No. siv! . . .
BON-BON—TIncontrovertiblyl . , .
HIS MAJESTY-—No, sir! . ..
BON-BON-—{hicoup )

HIS MAJESTY—No, aiel . . .
BON-BON—And beyond all qusstion

HIS MAJESTY—No, sir; the sonl ia
no such thing!

{Philogopher looks daggers and tokes
oconsion to make an end upon the epot

BON-BON—Then . ., .
fpray, what ia it? |
| HIS MAJESTY-—That {4 neither hers
| nor thera, Monsfaur Bon-Bon,

(hiccupl . .

{ Amuaed-

) 1 hava taated some vers bad seuls,
| 1y

R . I have Known somt very bad souls
[ and gome, touo, pretiy good on Smaelke

| his lipa.) There was the soul of Grati-
lanus . . .

pasasblel Aristophanes, rocy;
{Plato . » « @xqulaita . ,

. not your Plato, |
| but Plato, the comlc poet. Your Plato
| would have turned the stomach of Cere-
Faugh! | . . Then,
| there was Nevius, Andronisus, Plautus
'iand Terantius. Then thers wers Locillus
|and Catullus—and Nazo and Quin

| bus! let ma gce

9

are resting upow gridiron. A small buet | flercely without and the wind shakes on the table, and pouring out o bu.mpav' | Flaccus . . dear Quinty, as I called
of Flato s in frying pon. A spit ex- the curtaina of the philosopher's bed. A for Bon-Bow, requests him to drink it | The Devil, unwelcome guest of Bon-Bon {hlm, when he sung a seculars for my
tends in front of firepluce, wpon whick hugc folio sign swings without. Ron.|and make himealf perfectly at home.) | . . = __'-amus_mmnt, whila 1 toasted him in pure
ancient parchment s fled.  Qiherwise, | | Bon. attempts to make a des wufs o la| MIS MAJESTY (tapping Bon- Bon | n = good humor oni & fork—hut they want
the Cafe de Ban-Pen difars very Hitle .: Princesse. Unfortunately, perpetrates | | knowingly upon the shoulder)—A clever | | sneezing, men expelled superfiuous ideas friend, end hastening back to Athens, I flavor, thess Romans. One fazt Greek
from the wsual yestaurants of that icm omelet o la Reina, Overturns the | Lmok that of yours, apon my honor! It through the proboscis! L aerivid find the philesopher's chair 15 worth a dozen of them, and, besidss,
period. A large Fr-;frt a at right of | stew, whistles to the dop, and esttling lh & work after my own heart. Yourar- BON-BON—Which {s—(Rhicoup)—un- a1 ke v diti Giving tha | will keep, which ecannot be suid of &
stage. An open cuphoard displaye a for- | uneasily in chair, draws closs to his! rengement of the metter, I think, how- | douhtedly the easel Hamina the fillipwith my finger, 1 turned

midabla anray of labolled bottles,
PIERRE BON-PON. having listened |
to tha comments of his neighbars, turns |

them all out of doora and locks the door |
with an oath and tokes himeolf to al
leather-bottomed chair. grumbling, fqo--i
dng fire of blazing fagote, The house |
shakea fearfully with wind rushing |

through cramnies of the wall and pour- | thing stratehed wupon ths bsd}-—\"ar‘y him the hint cut of purs mmpssmon.met me at Athend one day In ths P

ng down ehimney, shaking ecurtains of|
philosopher’s bed, and disorganizes the
economy of hia pate pans and popers.
The folio sign creaks ominausly without.
whoge |

After completing a ecrufiny,

exact purpose was unintelligible to him- lness I took the liberty of calling for is, wos I that told Aristotle that .

| seat a amall tabls covered with booka | ever. might be Improved .

and becomes abeorbed in manuscript,)

-—1 am In no hurry, Bon-Bon.

BON-BON (starting to hiz fest u-mi'

overturning table)—The Devil]
HIS MAJESTY-—Very trus.
BON-BON (eyes falling upon some-

trpa! What ls very true? .
How came you here?l

HIS MAJESTY-—1 wss saylng . .
I waa saying that ! am not st all |
pushed for time that the bual-

. + &and many

rof your notions remind me of Aristotle. .a_{ Mousseaux and offers enuffhor ¢
HIS MAJESTY (i1 a whining voice) |That philosopher was one of my most Hw Majesty.

I liked him an
much for his terrible {ll-temper as for

! intimate acqusintancea.

Ihl*- happy knack for making a blunder, | | too, for whom T held &l the afecti nn'

| There {3 only one solid truth in all|
thn: he hos written, and for that I gave

for his absurdity, 1 suppose, Pierre | thenon and told me he was distress -d|
' Bon-Bon, you very weill know to what | for an ides. 1 bads him write down |

. divine moral truth I am alluding ¥
BON-BON—Cannot say that I d—-1
HIS MAJESTY--Indeed;

\
|

(Bon-Bow pours out another Burmper It

Quirite, Let us tasta your Snuterne.

upside down, so the sentence now | [(Bon-Hon-—conscionwa of a .-:J:f-rt.nguf

o | reads: "and fa, you percetve, the funda- | #ound like the wagging of a tail—kicks |

His Majesty doclines | mental doctrine in his ‘metaphyaics,” | the dog nad requests him o be quic |

the anuffbox.) | BON-BON (fintshas o socond bn.‘ﬁai HIS MAJESTY—1 found that Hu:|m1|
HIS MAJESTY--There was Plat 0, ir_.‘ M e end draws fram elosst | tasted very like Aristotls. You know, 11

Chambertin [am ford of variety., Terentizs I ecould
of a friend. You knew Plato, Bon- Bonl| HIS MAIESTY —But once, Monsfeur | not have told from Menunder Nuso.
Ab! no. I beg a thousand pardcns, Ha |Pon-Ec:r:. there was & tima (as if rocit- | o iy astonishment. waa Nicandar in |

ar- 'u:,r; peitaged from book) . . . Thera was | disguise, Virgelius had a atrong twingo

ot

& when {here ocaurred an anarchy

of Theoeritus., Murtial

put ma much

| of ‘five years, during which the rapublie, | in mind eof Archilochus anpd Tituy |

fr o He said he would do so and went | beroil of all its officers and with no | Livivs wea positivelr Polyblus and nona |
‘homa, while 1 atepped over to the | mayistency besides the tribunes of the |ether. {

Why, it|Pyramids, but my conscience smots ma | peopla, and theds ware not legnlly

T hy for having uttered a truth, even to aid a | with any degrea of exccutive power , . . |

vesteg BON-BON—¢ Hiweup, |

| HI¥ MAJESTY—Hut +f T have a pen- |

| thant, Monsleur Bon-Bon , .

i knowa how to chooze a

of Ms third boltls of Chambertin.) ik
/ i ! the Styx, and after sll, he gave me the |

ingl

| eral

Edgar Allan Poe

. 121 have
a penchant it iz for g philosopher. Let
me tell you, it is not every dev— . . . I
mean, it {8 net every gentleman whe
philosopher.

].Long ones are not good, and the bﬂ:-t..l
{{f not carefully shelled, ars apt to be

a little rancid on account of gail
BON-BON—Shelled?
HIS MAJESTY—! mean, taken out of
the ecarcazs,
BON-BON--rHtceup!~—What do you

| think of a phrsician?

HIS MAJESTY-—Don’t mention them!
Ugh! Ughl
tested but one | . o

(Retohos viclantly.) I never
that rascal Hippo-
crates . . smelt of asafortida .

Ugh! Ugh!l Ugh!!! . .
', . & wretched cold, washing him in

. caught a eold

- |¢holera morbua.

BON-BON—The . .
The . ..
of a pill box

. {hicoup)
wirotch! {hiecup) . . . aboriion

And the philos-

| aphar dropped a tearl

HIS
It e

wishes to live, he must have more tal-

MAJTESTY —Afler &ll ., .,

dev— S

after

a gentleman

i

| ents than one or two, and with os a

fat face iz an evidence of diplomacy.
BON-BON—How =ol
HIS MAJESTY—
tines exceedingly pushed for provi-

Why, wa are some-

slons. Vou must know that in a cli-
mata o gultry 28 mine it 13 fre-

1
| quantly fmpossible to keep & spint|

elive for more than two or three hours

and after death, onless pickled fm. |

mediately . . . and a pickled

. thay

spirit
is not goodl will smell
. you understand, eh? Putrefaction
iy always to be apprebended when the
| 8ot ta ars cousigned to ue in the uzual
| way.
BON-BON—(Hicoup.) .

| how do you manage?

. Giood Godl

(Tha drom lamp ewings with redoublad |
vialenes and the Devil half started from |
Hox

recovered

hix geat, rere

..... with o slight sign, hcl
s composire, meraly raying |
itk @ low tones)

HIS MAJESTY—I tell youo whn"|
Plerre Ban-Bon, we must haye no swear-
g!

{Bon-Bon ewallows another bumper.)

HIS MAIFESTY —Why, there ars gev- |

ways of managing. Most of
'atarve. Some put up with the pl\:ﬁ;ln.[
For my part, I purchase my spirits m'.-]

us |

William: Barstow Smith ¥

—— e

| vents eorpors, in which case I fxnd they
keep very well

BON-BON—Bnt ths bedy | | , Mis
eup ) . the baody!

HIS MAJESTY-—Tha bedy , .
| body . . . he body?
I perceive. Why the body iz not st all
affected by the I have
mude innumerable purchasss of the kind

. the
wall, what of O},

transs

|m my day and the parties never expe-

!r.pn:ed any inconvenience, Thers weare
jCain and Nimrod, and Nero and Callge
and Plsistretus
. and & thounsand others whe

iu]’a, and Dionysius
and

Lnew what it was

to have & sou
of their lives

navet
during
Yetb it
isn't

the Iatter part

era A——
nE asg I ds? 1
sglon of all hi ies, mentsl snd
corporeal? Who writes a keener epls
YWhu reasona mors wittily?
. but stay . . . I have hiz agree-

wall

s facult

|gram?
Who

"|ment in my pocket.

fProduces w red leatier wallet and
| takes @ number of papsvs from it. Bone
| Bon ecatches fimpae of the latters,)
HIS MATE In consideration of
certain ments] ments, which It
15 @nnec to specify, and ir fur-
ther conziuderation of one thousand louk®
d'or, 1, being mped one vear and ons

month, do hereby make over to the
bearer of thiz agreement all my righy
title and ap nufu-.._amn in the shadow

called my =oul . A—— L
Cle\er that, but, Monsienr
Bon-Bon, he was t ken about thae
soul. The soul a zhadow truly. The
gon] a shadew! Ha! HA! HA! Hel
HE! HE!!l Hu! HU! HU!! Only think
of a fricasseed shadow!
| BON-BON—Only think nf ., , of , .,
ia ... (hiccup) fricassesd &haaowi
| Now damme! ... { Riceup) . . . Humphl
Iy I would have been such a ., (hiccup)
nincompoop. My soul, Mpr —Wm . . .
Humph!
| HIS MAJESTY-—Your wsoul, AMope
| sieur Bon-Bon . .

BON-BON—Yee, sit . ., (hicotip) .4y
!m)‘ goul ds ., |

HIE MAJESTY—What, air?

BON-BON—Ng shadow, damma!

HIS MAJESTY—Did you mean 8
say? . .

BON-BON-—Yen, alr, my sonl iz . .z
| (hiceup . hiceup - Humphl »Yes,
air,

HIS MAJESTY —Did you intend to as-
|sor s

BON-BOX—My soul ia . (hiceup)

peculiarly go i for (hiccuph
HIS MAJESTY—What . . . sir?

BON-BON —Stew!
HIS MAJESTY—Hs!
BON-BON —Sauffla]
HIS MAJESTY —EhR?

Hall

One Hundred Years Ago Yeswwﬁay-—-Geo

»

LTHOUGH her centenary, |

observed yesterday, re-

minds the present genera-

ticn of a great name in Vie-
torian fiction, passionate seekers af- |
ter self-expression and scorners of

Vieto

membor George Elict less for her

everything vian probably re
pictures of English country life
than for her unconventional union
with George H. Lewes and her mar-

riage at sixty with J. W, Crosa.

Rural Life

Mary Ann Evans—she called her- |

self Marian-—was born on November |
I

22, 1819, in Derhyshire, where her '
father a land agent for the
Newr., ‘amily. For twenty-one
years her ambitious nature and

strong imagination was smothered
with the details of rural life, Yet,
all this time she was studying types

toms in the Midlands now extaut

“My mind,” she says, “was an ars~i
semblage of disjointed specimena of |
beauty, ancient and modern; scraps:
of poetry picked np from Shake-.
Werdsworth and |
Milton; newspaper topics; morsels |

spears, Cowper,

of Addison and Bacon, Latin verhs,
geometry, entomology and chemis-
try; reviews and metaphysics—all

arrested and petrified and smoth- |
ered by the fast-thickening everyday |
mccession of actual events, relative
ianxieties and household cares and
! vexations.”

When she was twenty-one her |

{ father moved to Coventry, where she I

welcomed new opportunities for in-|
tellectnal
many friends.

development and made
Chief among these
were the Brays.

strictly

Brought up in a
religions family, George
Eiot soon became a freethinker.
Emerson, whom she met at the

Brays's, she ealled “the first man I

and memorizing Impressions, later
to be mirrored in her novels. “The
Mill on the Floss,” for instance, is
autobiographical, while *“‘Scenes of
Clerical Life,” “Silas Marner” and
#“Adam Bede” are smong the most

have ever seen.” Offered the post
of assistant editor on “The Waest-
minster Review,” Miss Fvans went
to live in London. She filled this
laborious position for many years,
contributing articles and elaborate
reviews: Jn her spare moments she

:;m_m» transiate

w

|
‘. George Eliot

| “Essence of Christianity,” the only
i book which ever appeared under her
! 0Wn name,

No Regrets

Soon afterward she met George
Lewes, author of “The Biographical
History of Philosophy” and “The
Life of Goethe,” who was then sepa-
rated from his wife. A year later,
although a divorce was impoasible, he
and Miss Evans decided upon a
union. Neither ever regretted tha
step. Writing to & friend {n justi.
fication of her action, Eliot,

l

1

|act as I have done.
iwor]d]y, unsuperstitious person who

jrealities of life can pronounce my |

greatest lesson In life, sald:
neither desire theoretically nor could [ It was
{live for practically. Women who |
1are satisfied with such ties do not

then,
rovelist  with
That any un- | Life,
nf

" whieh
Diiekens,
te sufficiently acquainted with the

ermin

{relation to Mr. Lewes immoral, I books with her

i e mnoomm:}wl’riorz

snt Victorians,

“Light | how subtle and complex ars the In
and easily broken ties are what I|fluenses that mold opinion.”
at thirty-six,
George Eliot Legan her career as a
“Heenes of Clerical
attracted the attention
Carlyle,
Tennyson, Ruskin, Froude and other
Lewes read her
as they were written
'can only understand by renwembenm: and enecouraged her with helpful !

feritlcism and praise. The inscrip- |
tiona on the manuseripts she gave
mim record her “To the
husband, whosa perfeet Jove his hee

id "".".1

that foalings,
n
the best source of her msight
strongth, this manuseript is given by
Chig devoted wifs, reads
the inscrivtion on the manuserint of
“Romola.”

Thackeray, the writer,'

Seven editions and 16,000 copies of
“Adam Bede,” her second novel, were
Black-
wood offered £2,000 for 4,000 copies
of her next Her financial
success was permanently assured.
Ferdinand Brunetitre, in his study
of “Le roman naturalists,” declared
her the founder of English
| uralism.”

|Her Salon

printed during its first vear.

novel.

“nat-

In November, 1863, the Lewesea‘l
settled at the Priory, 21 North Re-
genta Park, a house especially asso-|
ciated with George Eliot’s memory,
f[n his “Life of Georgs Eliot” Mr.
1Crnss speaks of the Sunday after-
inoon receptions held by the Leweses,
| which attracted a great variety of
iinteresting people.

It seems that
| “her salon was important as a meet-
ing place for many friends whom
she cared greatly to see, but it was
not otharwise Important in her own

el

‘um..__'

rge kliot’s Bi rthday

life,

typical mistresa of a salon.

for she was eminently not a|
it was
diffieult for her, meantally, to move
from one person to another. Play- |
y disconnected sub- |
jects, in talk, neither interosted hvr|

ing around man

nor amused her much, She took|
things too seriously, and seldom
found the effort of enterta ining

compensated by the gain. Fortu-|
nately Mr, Lewes supplied any quall-'
tieg lacking in the hostess. A bril-
liant talker, a delightful reconteur,
versatile, of in thei

social difliculties of {malgamnting|

full Tesolurea

divérse groups, and bridging over |

awkward pauses, he managed to,

geoure for these gatherings most |
tof  tha social success they ob+|

Itained.

“When the drawing-room door]
of the priory opened a first glance
revealed (ieorge Eliot always in the
|same low armchair on the left hand
sitle of the fire. On entering the
visitor's eye was at once arrested
by the massive head. The abundant
hair, etreaked with gray now, was
draped with lace, arranged man-
tilla-fashion, coming to a point at
the top of her forehead. If she were
engaged in conversation her body

eager, anxious desire to get as closs
a3 possible to the person with whom
|ehe talked. She had a great dis-
like to raising her voice and ofien
became so wholly absorbed in con-
versation that the snnouncement of
an incoming visitor sometimes failed

|to attract her attention, but the

moment the eves were lifted up and
récogmzed a friend they smiled =
cordial,
grave — a welcome that was felt to

rare welcome -— sincere,

come etraight from the heart, not
graduated accerding to socisl dis-
tinction.”

{Her Grief

Georze Lewes died at the priery
toward the end of 1878 and Georpe
Eliot was prostrated by ths blow.
Her grief found expression in de-
voting herself to the arrangement
of Lewes's unfinished work and in
the establishing of a George Henry
Lewes scholarship in physiologieal
research. By degrees she revived.
In 1880 she married John Walte
Cross, a banker of New York, for

some time a member of the Lewea
circle and with whom her friendship
began when she helped him in his
studies of Dante. She died the fol-
lowing December, and it is to

mmlbbmttm'hh

R I T

Cross that posterity in indebted Zog
l_nlnu:uﬁubim a




